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an1ta hryant's

JUMPING BEAN
I asked myself a question and asl<:ed a question
about the question and asked a question about the
question I had asked about the question ... Many years
have passed. I am unable to stop. Long ago I forgot
the first question. Of the questions after it I remember
more and more. The last question I asked myself led to
another question ... Do I have the courage to ask
wheth~r it is worth going on?
I measured my ego with the Egometer for the
second time. My ego was larger. I guess that there is a
factor A (accomplishment) or simply a factor V (vanity)
which made the increase. If I determine which factor
(or both) was responsible, I will make another
measurement.
I passed the test and became a nine-thousandth
assistant in the Bureau of Official Embalming. A few
days later a colleague was mistaken for a cadaver.
There he was on a table--Arthur R. Archer--one tenth
embalmed. A thirty-seventh assistant sent a mem
orandum stating facts about the event to the Bureau of
Catastrophic Memoranda. A twenty-third assistant
sent a memorandum refuting those facts. A twelfth
assistant sent a memorandum impugning both mem
oranda and stating that the facts had to be
determined. An impulse to start an investigation by a
colleague in the Investigation and Survey Bureau led
to his demotion with a warning from a semi-tribunal.
Campaigns of strategic delay, perspicacious gossip,
efficient eavesdropping, topiary intimidation, prudent
rumor, translucent espionage and protective inertia
led to the opening of several confidential dossiers after
a series of proposals for recommendations and
counter-recommendations. Three Bureaus were una
ware of what had occurred in I. S. B. (Investigation

and Survey Bureau) and sent identical memoranda.
After consultations which took place over two years, a
meeting of the Chiefs of all Bureaus decided to
consider the matter in meetings for three more years.
Three years later -after lengthy procedural discussion
in seven procedural committees--it was proposed to
make a preliminary search in the Rule Book for
guidance toward a final search. No one in all of this
time raised his voice. showed a sillll of pleasure or
changed a word of prepared statements. Archer had
been dead for years and had been kept in the
Glacializer when my Chief sent a final memorandum at
the head of which were the words Final Memorandum
stating that progress was being made. After a
secret-non-secret report declared Archer had never
worked in the Bureau of Official Embalming and that
such rumors would be dealt with in the future
according to procedures of the Rule Book, I opened a
window half way that was ordered closed at all times
and received a summary dismissal. I had remained a
nine-thousandth assistant and shed one nine thou
sandth of a tear. When I found work in the Bureau of
Official Missing Persons, the case of Arthur R. Archer
appeared. I remembered the Glacializer but kept silent
after I learned that my old Chief was now a
Supervisory Chief of All Bureaus because of his final
memorandum, his secret-non-secret report, his mar
riage to the daughter of the president, his blackmail of
the vice-president and because no one in his old
Bureau had ever been promoted. Do not ask me to
explain whether years among the embalming fluids
made me forget myself. Do not ask me to explain why
all the people in the Bureau resembled Archer on the
table one-tenth embalmed.Do not ask me to explain the
mysteries of life and death. Consult the Rule Book.

bring me a dozen chyrsthanthemums

strip all the leaves

and paint them all

from the stalks

in gay harvest colors

and replace them with fan-shaped ferns

to match my copper

that never decay

tone refrigerator

or wrinkle

harvest gold washing machine

while you're at it

burnt orange

make sure you put

elizabeth arden

florist's tape

watcrproofcreamonblushing paste

around their nether regions
so that they will all be tightly

stick them upright
inextricably in fact
in a tainless steel bud vase
bound together
and then angle them carefully
in the same pose
one by one
in the same attitude
around the circumference
radiating
of an imaginary circle
always radiating
so that they all end up leaning
from their stainless steel center
at exactly the same pitch
at exactly the same distance
from the center
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Big Game Hunter

seashore interlude

In Your Garden

Crying with pride,
t?uch_es of purple thumbprints on the evening's script
(1 notice them even ~ your guide me across
the empty beach your fingers
searing my skin through the thinness of my sleeve
snaketongues)
deepen as the grasses beneath my pliant back
grow cold and thomsharp
pressing
leaving ugly red marks (i am sure) on my skin
soon darkness
with the sound of waters rushing
in the whorls of my ear
covers us

Outside, like a part of your garden, desire has bloomed
past years of spending itself then pushing
"one more time" through tough and naked skin.
You have never said, "You are fin.e and grown and mine!"
but stayed quietly away.
I understand the comfort you feel alone

my big yellow cat
comes with
a black-headed bird:..
How often we scoff
the offered gifts of others-
Dead and alive.

• • •

the chill wind is on us with
the colors of night
when we prepare to leave; brushing
half-dried sands from my numb leg while you
button your shirt,
i look back and see
myself....
on the edge of the brittle crushed grass i lie and writhe
and worms
are marching across my seashell body, two by two.

and I wish these roots could die and let satisfaction
be forgotten and the wanting
rot along with resentment and hurt.
But the flower of your being my justification
for moving in the sun is pain,

by

a measure of existing between knowledge and death.

Chitralekha Banerjee

by Tim Van Schmidt

photograph by Bob Reck

Behind Bars
Snow Leopard, says
the Asia-shaped sign.
She is pale as a moon,
her fur is silver, moving
kiss prints of owl gray.
The meat she settles to
opens up fine marrow
that shines in pearls
of gristle under her chin.
As if she were listening
to rivers underground,
her head tilts lower.
Slowly slowly
the gold eyes close in time
with her closing jaws.
The clear wet crunch
opens wide that Asia
back of my eyes.
Where a jungle sprawls
its crimson chinned cats,
a river of ants is scrubbing
flesh from the last bone
and snow leopards melt,
running into my veins.
Locked on the wrong side
of beauty's cage,
my jaws ache for grace.

TO ALKAIOS DURING
ASEPERATION

to her brother in mytilene

I do not like to lie

We were always morning lovers,

And find, when I clamp down,

Lean and limber in the slatted light;

That once again

And each one quiet to watch the other

I nave closed on air.

('

Mateless in the night

by Phyllis Tickle

Kiss the dew that drenched the grass.

by Phyllis Tickle
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by Sheila Demetre

Ruth Wildes Schuler

The Voice of the Mute
by
I tried to speak this morning but I found that my
vocal chords had rusted shut from lack of use. At one
time I had a perfectly good voice but even then I
seldom used it. Without it, I'm a cross between a
mime and a buffoon, clumsily moving my hands And
face to communicate with the people with whom I ride
the commuter train. Since I've parted with my speech,
I've learned too much about those people; I've also
developed a keen sense of seeing and hearing.
Up to a few months ago, I was a member of that
species that regularly takes an early express train to
their jobs in the city. We rode the train together for
two, three, four years and never bothered to find out
each other's names nor greet each other to a new day
with more than just a hurried, indifferent look. Like
them, I was content to sit and let the train take care of
me, dulling my senses with a barrage of moving
picture windows, lulling me to sleep with the sounds
of its wheels humming across the tracks. I would have
remained in this passive state if my routine hadn't
been upset by a late awakening one morning.
I was late in catching my regular train so I had to
take a later one. Although it was crowded, I managed
to find a seat. I wanted to sit back and enjoy the ride
as I usually did, but the humming of the wheels was
loud and grated on my nerves. The scenery outside
bored me. Apparently I must not have concealed my
agitated state very satisfactorily for I felt a strange
tingling about my body, that feeling one gets when
one is being stared at. In my angry state, I had failed
to notice that an attractive young woman was sitting
next to me. She was smiling at me, chuckling to
herself about this red-faced man who was ridiculously
upset over nothing. My first impulse was to curse her.
Instead, I vented my rage, my embarrassment,
through a gaze that q:iickly changed her smiling eyes
into fearful ones. She turned away blushing painfully
and focused her eyes steadfastly on the window.
My conscience wouldn't leave me alone. It wasn't
her fault that I missed the train. It wouldn't hurt to
apologize to her. She was a kind-looking person. It was

a situation where only words would clear up the
misunderstanding. Besides, I'd never see her again. I
tapped her once, twice, three times, until she
cautiously turned to look at me.
"Uh, look, I didn't mean anything by that look. This
just isn't my day and you were the first one who I
could take it out on." I offered her a weak smile of
atonement. I was surprised that I said that much to
her. Her pleasant smile, a smile which in my mind
suggested forgiveness and understanding, returned
mine. With a nod, she acknowledged that she heard
me, yet, she made no spoken reply. I thought that
maybe I hadn't said enough so I spoke again.
"I'm not used to having my routine broken. You
know, up at six, coffee and roll at half past, catch the
early train at seven, arrive at the office by eight. It's
hard to believe that half an hour can make such a
difference in my day. It never dawned on me how
much I hate riding these trains until today. Such a rat
race. You know, I think you're the first person I've
really talked with while commuting, and I've been
commuting for four years."
I was feeling exceptionally good with myself for
opening up with her as much as I did. And I know that
she heard every word that I spoke, at least she
appeared to have been listening intently, for her face
was slightly inclined towards me. Still, she made no
attempt at replying. This bothered me because, in the
first place, I felt foolish enough for giving her that
spiteful look. Now I was beginning to feel even more
foolish because I was rambling on about myself to a
stranger. All I wanted was for her to accept my
apology and forget about the whole thing. But she
wouldn't utter a word. Her silence made me
defensive. I couldn't just ignore the situation. I wanted
to get her to speak so I spoke again, but this time with
a touch of coldness.
"Look, what else can I say? I was stupid to look at
you like 1 did, but are you going to hold it against me
for the rest of your life? The most you can do is open
your mouth and tell me if you accept my apology or

Tim Albers

not, not just sit there like some dumb personI" I
didn't realize what I had said. She opened her mouth
but nothing came out, nothing but a silent weeping. I
was confused for I thought that I restrained my
impatience rather tactfully.
What happened next touched me to the depths of
my heart and awakened me from the slumber in which
I had been existing. She must have forgotten herself
for she started moving her fingers, long slender
fingers, in a most hypnotic way, expressively weaving
words from the smoke-flaxen air. Now I understood
and all the words that I had spoken to her came back
to me. I saw what farcical ineffective little things they
were. But what other way could I make it up to her
than to use them. I wouldn't let her handicap stand in
the way of my repentance. I opened up to her, bared
myself for her to see. I clasped her hands in mine and
wooed her. My words flowed out of my mouth ever so
smoothly. I was witty, I was philosophical, I was
ignorant. For all my knowledge of the art of
conversation, I knew nothing about communicating.
With the loss of her smile and the growing sadness in
her eyes, my talking grew strained and empty. As the
train reached its destination, I felt a great loss. She
hurriedly disembarked before I could make any sense
about my feelings. I hadn't even bothered to ask her
her name. She hurried off and left me behind, lost, in
an indifferent crowd. But I felt no urge to go after her.
Because I've lost my voice, my senses have been
acutely sharpened. I still go about my routine but I'm
fully aware of it. I now know every person on the 7
a.m. commuter express, though I haven't said a word
to any of them. Yet, clumsily I use my hands and facial
expressions to talk with them. At first, they don't
hear. They are ready to dismiss me with threatening
stares until they discover that I don't speak, that I'm
not a threat. They are all too ready to tell me their
life's history. And even if I could speak, I wouldn't, for
they would never let me get a word in. I have yet to be
asked my name by one of them.

At a certain age each one
becomes a veteran
Eventually one is discharged

WHORES

from all that. The war goes on

SAUSALITO AFTER

to another city. Now the uniform
Where did the Rembrandt browns go, the

lies in the corner.

heavy cloak of blood red, the

housing puppies,

NIGHTFALL
Gays frequent

precarious headpiece with smudged jewels?
or waxes windows. Briefly

the dimly-lit bar,

one debates the option,

while a fat bleached-blonde

driving the tank back and forth

named "Bubbles,"

each day, but plants

bobs between tables

instead petunias

serving barbecued ribs

in the helmet

atop spaghetti.

in the sun.

Ball-shaped lamps

When I was in the alleyway,
paper was yellow in the comers,
street dogs' successful days lay rotting, and
trash cans were beaten and smeared.
Someone saw me but

~✓:,1

they never raised a grimy eyebrow:

I

I knew that she and I were

I

more than just one whore.

/Z"?-_,.. .
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diffuse a yellow glow

by Susan Scibetta

by Tim Van Schmidt

above drunken young males
desperately seeking
a loss of innocence.

by Ruth Wildes Schuler
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A WILLING SUSPENSION OF DISBELIEF
by
My name is Maria, but it might as well be Mariah,
as in "they call the wind..." for all the attention
anyone pays to me anymore. Not that anyone
deliberately ignores me, I just got out of touch with
reality, and I don't think at this point there's any hope
for me. I just hope there's someone out there who
listens to the wind now and then, someone who' s
perhaps as foolish as I was, someone for whom there's
still hope, someone who'll sit and listen to the wind
some quiet, desperate evening, and learn the lesson
I'll never have a chance to put to good use.
I was thirty years old at the time it all happened and
probably still am, and would be, if I could ever get
back. There' s not much for me to go back to now, but
I'm getting ahead of myself. ff I'm going to tell this
story, I guess I better begin at the beginning.
Like I said, I was thirty years old. I was married,
and Dennis and I were embarked on a pretty exciting
adventure. It was the Great American Dream, in fact.
We were Starting Over. Two years earlier, Dennis had
given up his dead-end job, imposed on Uncle Sugar for
that monthly stipend given only to those who have
Faithfully Served, and enrolled in t9llege as a
freshman . I, having already completed two years of
college many years before, agreed to keep my
dead-end job on a part-time basis, and go to school
half days.
We started out full of wonder and enthusiasm. We
would keep our meagre little home, live frugally, and
after years of noble self-sacrifice, we would emerge,
full-grown and glorious, like Athena from the head of
Zeus, a lawyer and a college professor, and tak~ our
rightful places in the mainstream of American Society.
We would be part of the New Wave of professionals.
We would succeed where many of our friends had
already failed. We considered the dream reasonable
enough. We weren't out to make a killing. When it
came to being rich and unhappy, or poor and happy,
all we wanted was to be moderately well off and
moody.
But two years of trying to work and go to school and
keep house, two years of stretching pennies, got to be
a real drag. There just weren't enough hours in the
day. One night, looking around me at the messy
house, I saw a spider spinning a web in the comer of
the ceiling. He worked swiftly, purposefully, and to
my unscientific eye, it looked as if he enjoyed what he
was doing.
"When will my tum come?" I wailed out loud.
Suddenly law school, graduate school, seemed very far
away. All I could see around me was clutter. All I
could feel was despair, and frustration, and a great
weariness. Five days a week, for two years, I had
gotten up at 6:00 a.m., left for work at 7:00, worked
8-12:00, gone to school, often not arriving home until
7:00, or even 11:00 p.m., depending on my schedule.
Each evening I had tried to keep up with my reading
for school, tried to keep the house in some semblance
of order, tried to set aside a little time to be a wife and
mistress to Dennis and still manage to catch a few
hours sleep. Each weekend I devoted partially to
schoolwork, partially to mundane but necessary tasks
like laundry and dishes and writing checks to pay the
bills, but the task had proved tl' be both awesome and
impossible. That night, watching the spider, I lost all
perspective.
"When will my tum come?" I wailed. "Why can't I
have just a little cake now? If I could just get caught
up in my schoolwork, my housework, live in a clean,
orderly house, have a little time to read something just
for me, because I want to, not because it's required,
have a little time to myself, instead of devoting every
minute to Our Dream.. .If I could, I'd just make time
stand still for awhile. If I could just get caught up...lf I
could just have some time... "
"Wait a minute," a voice from above interrupted. It
was the spider. That is, it had been the spider. Where
the spider had been a moment before, there now was
a...a something else.
I'd never seen a gnome before, except in story
books, but it definitely didn't look like a fairy, at least
it had neither wings nor a lisp, and it was too small to

be a troll, and it was a bit too ugly to be a leprechaun,
so right there on the spot I decided it was a gnome.
That's not to say I believed I was really seeing it.
"I'm dreaming," I whispered as I pinched myself.
"Just wait a minute. Let me get this straight," the
gnome repeated. "You don't want me to wave my
magic wand or wiggle my ears and turn you into a
princess?"
"I don't want to be a princess."
"Or tum your skinny husband into a prince?"
"I like him just the way he is."
"Or tum this dump into a castle?"
"It's not really such a bad place. It's just filthy."
"Boy, I'll say!" he exclaimed, brushing cobwebs off
his tiny jacket.
"Now just wait a minute yourself, twerp," I said,
starting to get rather peeved. "Just who or what the
hell are you to come busting in here insulting me?"
"Why, I'm Sam, The Wish Man. Your old man has
an Uncle Sam, an Uncle Sugar. Well, I'm yours."
"What, not my fairy godfather?"
"Watch the slurs, sweetie. I'm neither Italian nor
gay. And I asked you a question. Just what' s this bit
of yours about wanting time to stand still? Still just for
you, or still, period? I'm just a small fry in a big pond,
to mix metaphors. Still, for you, I can manage. Still,
period, forget it."
"Just still for me, and just still till I get some work
done, clean this place up, have a few minutes to read
something for myself, catch my breath, so to speak.
"But what's your act anyway, fellow?"
"Sam. Sam, The Wish Man."
"Okay, Sam, not that I believe for a minute that
you're for real, but even for a dream, a fantasy, you're
pretty incredible. Okay, Sam, what's your act? What
do you want out of all this? Rumpelstilskin wanted the
first born son. You're out of luck on that count. Dennis
got fixed."
"Forget the first born bullshit. I'm sick and tired of
the old pot of gold bit. You're the first damsel in
distress I've come across in ages who was willing to do
the hard work herself, provided I provided the time.
All I want in return is the chance to watch, and, uh,
supervise."
"You mean if I do the work, with your, uh,
supervision, time is really going to stand still for me?"
"You got it, sweetie, those are my terms, take 'em
or leave •em."

Dana Strub

~•starting when?-" I askeci. It wu the wrong
question to ask, but at the time the offer sounded just
too good to pass up. It was the answer to my prayers.
I'd get the house clean, I'd have a little time to myself,
I'd be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed when Dennis got
home. Yes, the answer to my prayers.
"Gonna get to work, sweetie?" Sam goaded. "After
all, number one on the list is get this mess cleaned u",
then get to work on all those books you've bought and
never read. I mean, this place looks like a cyclone hit
it. How long have you been letting this place go?"
"Two years," I admitted, somewhat abashed.
"Nothing like a little procrastination. You might
have called on me sooner. Didn't this place ever get
you down before, or are you just naturally a slob?"
"You...you nebbish," I sneered. "You're probably
nothing more than an undigested bit of taco, a figment
of my imagination. I don't know why I should stand
here and take your abuse."
"Okay, sweetie, suit yourself. Take as much time as
you want. You've got all the time in the world. Just
remember, we've got a contract. You work, I watch.
And I don't leave until the work is done to my
satisfaction.
He paused, and leered. "And...don't forget that
time only stands still for you. It doesn't stand still for
anyone else, including that skinny husband of yours."
His mention of Dennis gave me a sick, sinking
feeling in the pit of my stomach. What had I gotten
myself into? Prolonged pinching produced no results
except sore arms. That nasty little gnome would not
disappear.
I suddenly felt more of a slave to my house than I
had ever felt before, even as a hausfrau.
I got out the sweeper, some dust rags, and headed
for the bedrooms.
"I'm going to enjoy this," Sam chuckled. _
I didn't particularly like the sound of that laugh, but
it was only the first wave of an endleu ~am of
aggravation and abuse which was to be directed at me.
When it comes to cushy jo~s. those galley slaves had it
made. I could do nothing right. I would straighten and
dust and sweep and scour and Sam The Wish Man
would always find something more to be done. His
idea of "supervision" made martial law seem like a
picnic.
I had only completed two rooms when Dennis came
in at 4:00 a.m. . from his weekend job on the night
shift. All the lights in the house were on, but he
fumbled around as ihhe place were pitch black, and
crawled into bed as if he couldn't see me.
That worried me, but I got even more worried the
next rooming when I had only completed the last
bedroom and the bathroom to the satisfaction of
Supervisor Sam, Dennis got up, fixed himself some
breakfast, and muttered something about "I guess
she' s gone to the store or the laundromat, or
something.''
"Why can't he see me?" I finally begged Sam to
tell me.
''Because you're in a different time reference,"
Sam replied.
"How can I get back?"
•. "When the job's done, I'll take care of it," Sam
laughed.
That laugh sounded more and more ominous.
By late afternoon, Dennis's time, I had still
completed only the living room and kitchen. The
garage and the attic were yet to go. Dennis was
phoning all my friends
all the hospitals. 1 thought
I'd go crazy when he phoned the police, but Sam
assured me that I could not change mentally or
physically. "Until the job's done, you'll stay exactly as
you were when the contract went into effect. Time's
standing still for you, remember?"
The police told Dennis I hadn't been gone long
enough for them· to ·start doing any checking, and
when he went to work that evening, I tried to assure
myself that "the job" would be done by moming--if
not when he got home at 4:00, then by the time he
woke up. It would take some explaining, some lying,

,..

continued from page 9
actually, the truth being just too incredible, but I
would handle it.
Yea, I'd handle it, sure. What I hadn't counted on
was Sam' s idea of what all our "contract" entailed.
Once I got the place spotless, Sam insisted I read all
those books on the shelves I hadn't already read.
There were a lot of them, and every time I got one
done, Sam would point out that Dennis had messed up
the house again, and I had to start all over.
After a couple of years, Dennis' s time, Dennis got
tired of hunting for me, and sued me for .iivorce on
the grounds of desertion. A couple of years after that,
he remarried. He and his new wife get along great.
Thev have it pretty soft. They're moderately well off
and moody, now that Dennis is a lawyer, and they
have this incredible house that cleans itself. And a
good thing, too, that the house "cleans itself."
Dennis's new wife is a devoted wife and mistress, but
she sure is a lousy housekeeper.
I'd give anything to roll back the clock and start that
fateful Friday evening over, but I better watch my
tongue. When you start wishing for miracles, you
never know who's listening, and Sam The Wish Man
is my constant companion and keeper.

Mild Winter
when snow is pink or teal blue
laughter bubbles inside warm walls
bonfire signals to the stars
to all the frozen people
"the fire is here"
confusion thaws our dry-ice logic.

THESCREWS
Small girls have big dreams
their fantasies are peopled with daddies
my Daddy worked at G.M.
all day long, he put screws
in doors
rat-a-tat-rat-a-tat-tat-tat
I loved him
but he was mama's man and so
I found a pilot who
flew great mosquitoes
in the war but had brown eyes
that crinkled (like Daddy's)
I loved him
but he was Helen's man and so
I found a bartender who smelled of limes
(like Daddy's old spice)
I loved him
but he was Kathy's man and so
I loved them all
but they didn't put screws
in doors Daddy, they put the screws
to me,
rat-a-tat-rat-a-tat-tat-tat

Guns And Butter
there' s only so much you can do
with butter. shape it, squeeze it
give it direction, size, mold,
butter trays, decorations, nature's ways,
containers of square and round
...and iceboxes. butter becomes boring but. .
guns...
guns, you can do so many things
with guns: killing people, nations, things,
prop up empires, ensure extinction,
make deer easier to sportsmen

by Cynthia Harper

& provide excuses. only when you lose

does butter entice.

feeling so many seasons in winter
erases the hatred of bitter ice air
one common bond melting the boredom
until
snow blossoms golden, or pink, or...

by Wilson Stapleton

by Michael R. Smith

and

"Will you cut out that 'sweetie' stuff, Sam! I have a
name too. It's Maria. You're awfully obnoxious for
a...a whatever you are."
''A Wish Man, Maria, just a Wish Man. Not a fairy
godfather. You work, I play, and you won't get sleepy
the livelong day."
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Women Of Salt
Whether we reach or stoop,
salt weighs down our veins
until it worts through skin
to collect on the upper lip
where our slow tongues take
it in again. If we hold out
our bare arms to the orphan
calf, his l,lue tongue will wrap
the wrist tight as a washrag.
and i we stand naked all night
in the woods without blinking,
the deer don't tense or hide
from us. Licking, they gather
to glean salt till our spines
surface, our jawbones shine. Lips
blur and breasts melt away, a frame
of teeth and hair is left behind.
And every time we grieve, we mate
sounds that say we're homing
back down to that bed of salt
and gills, soft place where we
were hooked before we knew a name
for thirst or a way to swallow tears.

by Sheila Demetre
photograph by John Whitford

photograph by Bob Reck

Yellow has begun to inhabit you
in silent
gradual pauses.
As you sleep, I watch the amber on your right index finger
as the color fades
winding up around your brittle nail
and over your slender hand.
My eyes then travel across your hollowed chest;
cavities turning deeper with each inhalation
and lighter again.
Your face is radiant antiquing yellow;
with browns pasted deep between wrinkles
underneath your sandy lashes.
Yellow is deepest at the small of your back;
within the meshlike hairs
that part when you bathe
The yellow you are most familiar with
is at your left instep.
It was while your naked body was uprooting artichokes
in back of the house
you last noticed its stain.
At the base
it has oozed up your leg in long flared strands
interweaving at the calf.
The intersection has become crusted,
lite matted wings.
The stain then descends through your aching muscle
bulging at the arch.
It is upon this awareness you stopped digging,
implanted your bleeding feet in the softened earth
and impatiently awaited twilight.

by Lucy Race

photograph by John Whitford
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A Talisman, On The Nightstand,
Tapping Time

The Roach Reunion

a talisman

In a dark, dirty city kitchen
the roach cla.n is holding its nightly reunion.
The turnout 1s especially good tonight
the counters, sinks, dishes, and pans ~re lively

keeps time. a

Poo~ Lizzie ~oach is fat and pregnant again,
le~n~g against a tomato-covered pizza crust
~ntthng and laug~ing with her skinny, unma~ed sister
etty June, who is munching oatmeal ra1·sm· coot·1e morse
• Is.

tapping a roman foot

circular metronome

this is what is meant
by romantic literature
temporary as an icicle

Cousin Michael, up from the fa
. h. b.
nervously toys with green peppr;; ~~ce~s ib-overalls and straw hat,
as he babysits his little baby Roach twins
d
who are scampering noi il
Their mother, Flora lea:: a~~ a g~easy orange plastic glass.
wh·1 d d
. '
we y against a mushroom cap
I e ay reaming and eating toasted whole wheat bread crumbs

an invisible part
beneath dollied legs.
coarse plants

?Id Un~le Edward, with a leg missing from the war
is_standing on a peanut-butter-filled-spoon
,
wit~ Cousin Vernon and Grandpa Cecil Roach
talking about Muhammund Ali's latest match.'

grow here.
inedible.

th
Tyrone and Tina, two adolescent
as they shyly hug and kiss in a ~ou d s, adre almost hidden from vie'II
n a an one yellow potato chip.
Three be-~op nephews just in from ChiTown
~re preening and strutting
in front of their sour cream ride
as tw~ cute little cousins, Conni and Blossom,
~re chck1~g their fingers and dancing
in a milky cereal bowl to a Stevie Wonder tune.

by Eduardo A. Garcia

by Sharon Malone

\

\

\

\

-- - .,,.

by Kathleen Chamoclc
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by Kathleen Charnock

photograph by Bob Paulson

Think About James Dean's Levis

The Leopard, Male

dry does not necessarily mean barren

barren is not synonymous with unbeautiful
Oh the slink-down of his body
quiet as an occult sigh
terminating in his next release
begun again
where you didn't see
the paw rising in its fall.
It's the musculature
befuddling rather
than his coat
running in one direction
till your hand comes into
another. And, that smell
of cat: all males smell
of cat, vinegar
& Mennen after-shave,
most dangerous
when clean. His pads
suggest the rough cling
of mountains, throbbing
with smooth blood
flowing under, over,
inside before the tanner
got him. Touch me
with those pads, purple
as deer's intestines,
served to you on palm leaves.
Let your yellowed nails
curl openly over
my hand, gently
as your curved teeth
already full at
my throat, playing only
at betrayal, sensuous
with strength. The figurations
of your coat, not spots
but rippled rows
of antler shaped
markings of your prey
shaded like the brush
that burrows you. Give me
your taut, full belly
to run my fingernails
toward your leap
down from your efficient heart
toward the softest
of your skin
with short rough hairs
oiled by my touch
& with my left hand
always my left,
stroke your complete skull.

unyielding or parched and empty
genitals and unpublished poetry sometimes
flourish in the most inhospitable climates

by Kathleen Chamock

photograph by Bob Paulson

by Joanna Thompson
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by John Whitford
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Winter Song
i hear through a friend
you have moved on deeper
into winter
such marvelous distances
claim you
indian names
that dance with enchantment
over my tingling palate-
toronto,
manitoba,
winnipeg,
ontario
at night
a dullness touches
my heart, my lips
it is like
when animals die
there is no
comfort
music lingers
a taste in the mouth
heavy now with song
the burdened tongue
goes numb
i close my eyes
and snow sifts
through my lids
that i can't feel
the chill
of your breath
frosted by distance
and northerly
winds

I wish he'd come
to me in a
blue snowflake
dancing on sunflowers
massaging my knees
I'd give him Sanka
in a velvet coffee cup
and fried eggs
between the wedges
of a tangerine
We'd love on a Sunday
all afternoon on Sunday
in a bed of popcorn
and jasmine incense
alone on our highway
the salt in the sea

by Cindy Shearer

photograph by Bob Reck

by Jane E. Parenti
photograph by Bob Reck

Any

ing White Is Good
snowtalking poets say
white luminescent purity
godly
cleanly
serenely cool and icy
glimmering in sunlight
moonliness reflectant

they know as well as you and I
grey monoxide slush

I

,,,I

treacherous to ghetto roofs

I

I

and tires and roads and lungs
and people who crash

.I

I

I

or fall
or freeze into
its cold and clammy presence

i

I
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by Michael R. Smith

"Steve, I'd like you to meet Miss Johnson. She's
going to be assisting you in developing the Coolidge
layout."
"I'm pleased to meet you, Mr. Wilson." She looked
Steve straight in the eye. He noticed that they were
green, with little gold flecks in them. He averted his
eyes the moment that she smiled at him. He didn't
want to give her the wrong impression.
"I'm glad to know you. Joanne, isn't it?" He was
barely speaking above a whisper. It was a habit that
he couldn't break.
"Well, Joanne, let's get you situated. The first
thing that I'd like from you Is some preliminary
sketches." He was staring :it her forehead. It was
more comfortable than looking in her eyes.
"When do you want them?"
"Oh, in about three hours."
Steve turned, and started walking back toward his
office. He could feel her eyes on him, probing,
deciphering, speculating. It was all right. It didn't
bother him anymore. It wasn't his fault that he was
short.
lt was almost lunchtime, and he still couldn't finish
the layout for Rene's. There was something the matter
with it. Maybe it was too frilly.
The low-cut neck seemed okay. Work on the
sleeves. Yeah, the sleeves. They're too puffy. Steve
always enjoyed sketching clothes, especially women's.
Not everybody shared his enjoyment; especially his
father. He could still remember the night that his
father slapped him ("No son of mine is going to draw
pictures of girls' underwear! It's not dignified!
"Stevie, maybe your father's right."). Mother was
wrong.
He decided to check up on Joanne and see how she
was doing. She should be finished by now. He started
walking toward Joanne's desk. When he was halfway
there, his secetary, Carla, stopped him and told him
that Coolidge's representative, a Mr. Sean Doyle, was
stopping by today to see how everything was going.
Sean Doyle? He wondered if that was the same Sean
Doyle that he roomed with in college for two years.
(File it. Don't worry about it now.)
When he reached Joanne's desk, he stood looking over
her left shoulder. She hadn't felt his presence yet. She
had just finished a sketch of an evening gown. The
face on the sketch was hers. That jet-black hair. Just
like his mother's.
"Well, how do you like it?" she demanded.
"Fine, fine, it looks fine," he fumbled.
"Let's see the others," he said.
She handed him a sketch of a peasant dress. The
peasant also had her face.
"I like it, except for the neckline. I think that you
should plunge it a little more, like this."
He bent down, picked up her pencil, and began
drawing in the correction. He realized that be was
blocking her view, but he couldn't do anything about
it. She finally did. She got out of her chair, put both
hands on his shoulders, and gently pressed him into
the chair.
"Is that better?" she asked.
"Yes, thanks."
Whle he was sketching, she put her right forearm
on his left shoulder. She moved closer to him now, to
get a better view of his sketching. He could smell her
perfume; flowery, sweet. Possibly some kind of
Hawaiian flower. He thought the smell matched her
jet-black hair. The gentle pressure of her forearm
made him warm.
"There, what do you think of this?" He looked into
her gold-flecked eyes for an answer. Her eyes seemed
bright and alive. He didn't feel as uncomfortable
looking into them as he did this morning. She was
smiling.
"That's perfect, Mr. Wilson!" she exclaimed.
"Call me Steve. My father is Mr. Wilson."
He stood up and smiled at her. She was a head
taller than he was. It didn't bother him anymore. They
were both smiling at each other, saying nothing. Then
she began to fidget, shifting her weight from foot to
foot. He thought it was time for him to leave.
"I guess I better get started on my own sketches for
Coolidge." he said, smiling shyly, looking down at his
Florsheims. He turned and started walking toward his
office. He had only gone a few steps when he stopped,
turned to face her, and half-heartedly waved his right
hand. She smiled. He turned and walked toward his
office.
The Coolidge sketches were going to take a lot of
time and thou~ht. They wanted the designs to be soft
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and frilly, accentuated with lots of color. He couldn't
concentrate. His mind was only on the girl, not the
sketches. He could picture her in the park, her hand in
his, walking along as he told her the names of all the
birds. He knew them, too. As a little boy, he walked in
the park, alone, with only the sounds of the birds to
kill his numbness. He could see them, together, in his
apartment, talking about life. Maybe, after a while,
she would do a favor fer him. It might take as Jong as
six months. It would be worth it. She was a special
girl.
Steve was nudged out of his reverie by Mr. Kramer.
He had a man with him.
"Steve, this is Sean Doyle, from Coolidge's." ,
"Hi Ducky, how ya doin'?" said Doyle.
Steve recognized him immediately. Sean Michael
Aloysius Doyle, his old roomie; the All-American tight
end. He was still in pretty good shape, except for a
slightly fleshy face, and a hardly visible paunch.
"They don't call me Ducky anymore, Sean."
"What's he talking about, Mr. Doyle?" asked Mr.
Kramer.
"The guys on our floor in the dorm used to call
Steve, Ducky. Because of the way he walked. He
waddled like Donald Duck." Both Doyle and Mr.
Kramer chuckled over this.
"Well, I'll let you two get down to business," said
Mr. Kramer, and left.
"It's been a long time, Sean."
"Too long. It seems like, after college, we went our
separate ways. Do you know what we need, Steve? A
reunion with the guys on our floor! Boy, would that
bring back some pleasant memories! We used to be
some hell-raisers, didn't we Steve?"
"I gues$ so."
•
"You guess so? Hell. you were part of it! Or have
you forgotten?"
"No, I haven't forgotten one little detail, Sean."
"Steve. remember what we used to do in the fall,
when the new basketball players would get assigned to
our floor? We'd make you our official center. We'd get
the fresh to stand in line, and you'd inspect them.
Can't you remember the howls when I'd yell to you,
"Hey Ducky, get outta that hole! Why are ya standing
in that !tole?"
"I rememb~r it vividly, Sean."
"Or how about the time that you were on that
jogging jag? You used to run around the football
stadium two or three times. Some of us guys would
always be there to spur you on with things like this:
"C' mon Ducky, keep waddling."
"I'll never forget it, Sean."
"Do you remember that party we had on the floor
after we won the championship?"
"Yes."
"Wasn't that a mess? Everybody got so plastered
that they couldn't get it up with any of the prostitutes
we brought along. Except for you, Steve. I remember
that you were drunk, but not as drunk as the rest. I
saw you and that whore. I hadn't passed out like you
thought I did. I was just laying there, trying to figure
out which end was up. You tried, Steve, you tried. At
1.:ast you got it up. But you just couldn't figure out
where to put it! She had to guide you! When I told the
guys about it, they really broke up. I remember all the
guys ribbed you about it for a while--"Ducky Wucky
forgot how to fuckyl"
"I remember it very well, Sean. Shall we get down
to business, now? I've got two preliminary sketches
completed, and one partial. Take a look at them, and
see if old man Coolidge would approve of them."
"Sure, Steve, sure. Good. Very good. They all look
very nice, Steve. They're frilly enough to please
Coolidge."
"Okay. I also have five more sketches that I'd like
you to look at. My assistant did them."
"Where are they?"
"She has them."
"It's a she?"
"Yes. She's right over there, at the end of the
hall."
"Hey, not bad. That's a nice little piece. Have you
had any of it yet?"
"Her name's Joanne Johnson. She just started
working here today. She's an excellent artist."
''I think I'll go over and introduce myself. If she
sketches as well as she looks, we'll be in great shape.
I'll see ya later, Steve."

continued on ptJKe 20
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continued from page 19
Sean walked over to Joanne's desk. Momentarily,
both of them were laughing at something that Sean
had said. After about ten minutes, Joanne was
showing him her sketches. Sean had his arm over her
shoulder, and both of their heads were very close
together. Intermittent laughter could be heard. Steve
saw and heard it all. He quickly turned away as Sean
started walking back toward him.
"She's very, very good, Steve. I think that you and
she can handle it."
"I know we can. So just tell the old man we'll have
the designs in a month."
"I can't to do that, Steve. There's a problem. The
old man is retiring, and he wants his spring collection
to be his best. That means that I've got to check up on
both of you everyday."
"That's absurd! He really doesn't trust us, huh? No
wonder he's retiring; he's paranoid."
"I can't do anything about it, Steve. He's the
boss."
"Okay, okay. What time are you palnning to come
everyday?"
"Right after lunch."
"We'll be anxiously awaiting your arrival," Steve
said sarcastically.
Doyle turned and left. Steve felt pleased. He
enjoyed saying that to Sean. Even in school, Sean and
Steve weren't that close. They could only get so close;
after that, the tensions in both restrained them. Steve,
in college, dreamed about busting Sean in the face. He
had never done it. He was afraid of what Sean
would've done to him, and of the pain that would
follow. Steve never could stand any type of pain.
Five o'clock. Time to leave. Steve put all of his
sketches away, and put on his coat. He walked over to
Joanne's desk. She was sitting primly in her chair,
intently
staring
at
an
unfinished
sketch.
"Stuck?"
"Yeah, I guess I am."
"Pack it in. There's always tomorrow. In fact, we
have 29 more tomorrows."
"Coolidge is giving us a month?"
"Yeah. C'mon, let's go."
They were walking in the parking lot now. Steve was
walking a step or two behind, and to the right of her.
"Why are you back there? Get up here," Joanne said.
She reached out and grabbed him by the hand, pulling
him up to her. Steve didn't mind it. He enjoyed the
warmth of her hand. She held on to his hand; as other
girls had. Only they had done it on playgrounds and
school cafeterias, making sure that their friends saw
them ("Here little boy, let me take you back to the
classroom.'').
"Here's my car," Joanne said.
It was a yellow Pinto. It had a dent in its left fender.
He hesitated for a moment before releasing her hand.
She looked into his eyes for an explanation. He had
none. Those gold-flecked eyes. They reminded him of
a girl. He couldn't remember her name.He was looking
into that girl's eyes when the boy pushed him away
from her. He couldn't see his features because the
streetlight was behind his head, darkening his face.
He remembered the punches to his stomach. The girl
had called him Butch. Probably Butch Dawson, the
All-City quarterback. He had met him at a student
council meeting once.
He released her hand.
"I'm terribly sorry. I was daydreaming. I'll see you
tomorrow."
"Goodnight, Steve."
He watched as she got in the car and sped away, her
car jumping a little in first gear.
She didn't give it enough gas, Steve thought. He
walked several paces over to where his yellow Porsche
was parked. He enjoyed looking at it before he got in.
It had so much potential, so much readiness for an
explosive burst of speed. He got in and started it. For
a moment or two, he just sat there, listening to the
vibration of the engine (perfectly tuned; he tuned it
himself), softly circling the knob of the stick-shift with
his forefinger, and then fondling it with the palm of
his hand, working his hand down to the aluminum
shaft, feeling its coldness and hardness. He shifted
into first and drove out of the parking lot. He had
reached the highway in good time, and he was only in
third gear. Down-shifting to first, he coasted to the
stop-sign. This is what he liked, the anticipation and
the tension he experienced just before he put the car
through its paces: he shifted into second at five miles

an hour, into third at twenty, fourth at thirty, fifth at
forty. He was flying now. The speedometer read 60.
He felt powerful now, as he always did when he drove
his car. He was in control. Nobody could take it away
from him. They'd better not try. There was only a flat,
straight road ahead for miles. Sometimes he had
wished for it; for somebody in a car or on foot, to test
him; to come out of one of the sidestreets. When it
finally came, he would be prepared. He wasn't
planning to stop.
He had made good time when he arrived home.
There was plenty of daylight left to do what he had to
do.
He never enjoyed it, but it was a necessity. He went
into the bedroom, and changed into his jogging suit.
Trying to avoid the inevitable, he went into the
living-room and sat down in his favorite chair, and
started reading another chpater of· The Return of the
Native." He couldn't concentrate. His mind was filled
with images of Sean Doyle. That bastard, that fucking
bastard. The next month with Doyle was going to be
pure hell. He could hear Doyle laughing in the dorm,
laughing at him. He could see Doyle throwing up that
case of beer he drank in one sitting. Doyle and his
whores. Doyle punching him in the stomach and
taking the girl who had looked into his eyes, taking her
and fucking her, fucking him, fucking Joanne. The
pages of the book reappeared in Steve's sight. There
were several drops of sweat on them. He went into the
bathroom and took a Valium.
The drive to the park was short and pleasant. There
wasn't very much traffic because it was after the rush
hour. Steve parked near the entrance, by the garbage
cans. The park was elliptically spaced, so that if he ran
once around it, he would be right at his car. He got out
of the car, took five deep breaths, and began to run
the two mile course. Always, it was easy at the

beginning. His feet felt light and seemed to float,
step after step. He counted his steps to occupy his
mind. After a half-mile, his mind rebelled against this
calculating. Then he looked at the trees which
surrounded the park.
In one of the tulip-trees, there was a red-winged
blackbird. The splashes of red on its wings reminded
him of blood, the blood on his own nose where the
other little boy had punched him. That kid had
urinated on his bird coloring-book, so Steve had
pushed him. That little punk didn't like it, so he hit
him. After that, Steve took his wet book and ran home.
He didn't like to remember the past. It slowed him
down while he was running.
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He started counting his steps again. A touch-foot- 1
ball game was going on. The same one that had been
going on every Thursday for as long as he had been
running there, which was eight years. They had asked
him to play, in the beginning. He had always turned
them down. He didn't want to get hurt, because he
couldn't take any kind of pain. After a few weeks, they
never asked him again. Steve was nearing the end of
the mile now, and his heart was pumping almost
wildly, and his breath was coming in short gasps. He
felt like he was dying. He always felt this way after the
mile. He became afraid, as he always did, so he
stopped at the mile-marker to catch his breath. It was
a habit, stopping after the mile. It had been ingrained
in him in his sophomore year at high school. At that
time, he was too fat and weak to go the distance, and
the gym teacher had got on him about it ("Let's go
Wilson, get that fat butt movin'!"). That's when the
kids started calling him Ducky; a fat, waddling duck.
Things had changed since then.
Now, after eight years of running, his legs were
in great shape, and his stomach was flat. He had
started lifting weights the week before, and he could
feel his biceps growing, expandir-;, hardening,
becoming impenetrable.
By now, he had walked off a quarter-mile, and was
rested. He began running again, counting his steps.
His mind disobeyed him him again, and his thoughts
ran to Joanne. Joanne with the jet-black hair; a very
beautiful and talented girl. Such lovely eyes. She had
worn a brooch at work this morning. Any girl who
wears a brooch couldn't be all bad. He would work
on her slowly. He couldn't rush it, because he could
tell that she was a nice girl. He didn't want to give her
the wrong impression. He was nearing the 3/4 mile
mark, so he decided to sprint the rest of the way.
Steve felt stronger, harder, impenetrable, although
he was physically exhausted. He always felt this way
after running. After every run, he always wondered if
the guys he had known in school had turned to flab
yet. He always hoped so. Sometimes he speculated on
whether he could take any of them now. He wondered
if he could take Doyle now. Well, at least he'd give
him a run for his money.
Steve returned to his car, and drove home. After
having dinner, he completed
The Retum of the·
Native, took a Valium, and went to bed.
The following afternoon, Steve watched Doyle as he
walked into the office, and strode deliberately but
calmly to Joanne's desk. Steve watched as Doyle
gently massaged her neck; Joanne's head moved with
the rhythm of Doyle's hand, swaying from side to side,
back to front. Doyle bent down to take a look at her
sketches. His head turned quickly to the side. and he
said something to her. She giggled. Finally, they got
down to business, and studied her sketches. Steve
turned away, and resumed his sketching.
Fifteen minutes later, Doyle was at Steve's desk,
waiting to see his sketches.
"How're you doing?" Doyle asked.
''The sketches are coming along pretty good. I had
an idea for an evening gown, and I made a quick
sketch of it. I don't know if Coolidge would like it,
becuase it's a little slinky. Take a look at it."
"It looks good. Coolidge should like it. He might be
an old man, but he's still a man."
"Okay, I'll see if I can complete the sketch today.
One other thing Sean, I want you to stay away from
Joanne."
"What did you say?" Sean let his jaw go slack, and
made his eyes bug out. It was his mock-incredulous
look. Steve had seen it before.
"Stay away from Joanne."
"Why should I?"
"Just stay away from her. She's not your type."
"How do you know she's not my type, Steve?"
"I just know it."
"How do you know it, Steve? Did she tell you?"
"No, I. .. "
"ls she your type, Steve?"
"She might be."
"She might be. Is that all you can say? Don't you
know? Have you taken her out, Steve?"
"No."
"Then how do you know that she's your type?"
"I just feel that she is."
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"If you feel that Joanne is your type, why haven't
you taken her out?"
"I don't want to rush it."
"Why the hell not? Do you think that she's going to
wait for you?"
"She might."
"The hell she will! She won't wait for you, her
libido won't wait for you."
"That's enough, Sean."
"This is the 20th Century, .Ducky! We've got free
love... "
"That's enough."
" ...cohabitation, contract marriages... "
"Shut up. Doyle!"
" ... and birth control! There are no more Sir
Lancelots or Lady Guineveres ... "
"Shut up!"
" ... no more Juliets, no more Romeos!"
"Shut up! Shut up! just shut your Irish-Mick
mouth!"
And then, the punch was thrown. It hit Doyle on his
left cheekbone. He only staggered for a second. After
he regained his balance, he turned his gaze on Steve,
who was standing there shaking, holding his right
hand in his left. Steve could see that Doyle was
angry_: his jaws were clamped so tight that it seemed
like any minute they were going to burst through the
skin of his face. Doyle grabbed the lapels of Steve's
sport-jacket and lifted him a foot off the floor.
"Little man, if you weren't so goddam tiny, I'd
break you in half!" With that, Doyle put Steve down,
and walked out.
'Steve hoped that Joanne hadn't seen this. He
looked over to her desk. She wasn't there. He walked
over to Carla's desk and asked her if she had seen
Joanne.
"I think she w::nt to the restroom. She should be
back any minute. Here she comes!"
Steve buttonholed her before she got to her desk.
"How's everything going?" Steve asked.
"Fine, the sketches are coming along. I should be
finished ... "
"Today's Friday, if you're not doing anything
tonight, I thought you might Ii.lie to go with me to that
new disco on the south side."
"Okay, it sounds good."
"You wouldn't have to worry about staying out
late ... "
"Okay!"
" ... since its Friday and the office is closed
tomorrow.'·
"Okay, okay, you've convinced me!" For a moment,
she feigned anger, then she smiled at him. Those
goitl-fleckeo eyes.
Steve walked back to his desk, sat down, and started
sketching. He didn't remember walking back from her
desk. He had a feeling of peace, and at the same time,
a feeling of relief. He felt that he had accomplished
something of immense proportion. He couldn't figure
out where he got the strength.
Steve started having doubts around closing time.
They kept nagging at him, chipping at him like a
sculptor chips at a piece of marble.
He drove home at normal speed, which was unusual
for him.During the drive, his forehead was perspiring.
He was constantly wiping the sweat out of his eyes.
An old man in a 1950 Ford pulled out on him. Steve
slammed on the brakes, turned the wheel to the left,
and slid to within 5 feet of the Ford. He needed a
Valium.
When he arrived home, he immediately went into
the bathroom and took a Valium. The warm water
from the shower felt good on his sweat-soaked skin.
After he put on a fresh shirt and slacks, he went into
the kitchen and looked at the clock; 5:45. He ate a
fried-chicken T.V. Dinner. He couldn't distinguish
between the chicken and the potatoes. The clock said
6:30. He took the step-stool and placed it below the
highest cupboard. He climbed up, reached in, and
took a half-empty carton of Marlboros out.
He went back into the living-room and sat down in
his favorite chair, lit up, and started reading this
month's issue of National Geographic. After awhile,
he went into the kitchen. The clock said 7:30. He went
back in, sat down, lit up, and read some more. He
stopped reading. The words on the page had united to
form a black blur. He looked at the clock: 8:00. He
should've been at her house right now. He went into
the bathrvom and tool a Valium. He stood iJI there for

ON THEBOTIOM
a moment, staring at his reflection in the mirror of the
medicine cabinet. He reopened it, opened a different
bottle, and took a Darvon. He went back into the
living-room, sat down, lit up, and read some more. At
9:30, the National Geographic fell onto his white-shag
carpeting. The magazine was opened to a photograph
of three New Guinea women naked from the waist up.
Steve woke up, and went into the kitchen. The clock
said 9:00 A.M. He should call her. To explain. He
would tell her that he had almost hit an old man in a
clunker and it had shot his nerves so he went home
and took a Valium just to relax him you see and then
all of a sudden he had felt drowsy and then he
remembered that he had taken a pill and there was
nothing that he could do about it so why fight it and
then he fell asleep and that's why he didn't come.
Steve dialed her number. Busy signal. He'd wait five
minutes and call again. He lit up. The smoke slowly
drifted toward the ceiling. Then it expanded, filling
the entire room with its molecules.
He called her again. Busy signal. He decided the
best thing to do would be to go over there, and explain
to her, face to face.
After he had showered and dressed, he sped over to
her house. It was an apartment with a colonial facade.
He picked up the brass knocker and let it drop twice
onto the white door. Joanne answered the door,
wearin~ a robe that only came down to t.'1e middle of
her thighs. They were firm, but pale. Steve thought
that she should get a little more sun. The robe was
opened too much in the front. Steve stared at her
cleavage. Joanne noticed where his eyes were, and
quickly wrapped the robe tighter around her.
"What do you want, Steve?"
"I'd like to explain what happened." He was
staring at those gold-flecked eyes.
"You see, last night, I almost hit an old ... "
The morning sun was coming in through the open
door, and was reflecting off a floor-length mirror that
was attached to the inside of a door which was
partially opened. The glare hit Steve in the comer of
his right eye. He blinked and turned to see from where
the r~flection was coming. He stared at the mirror. In
it he could see the image of a person sitting on the bed
inside the room. He was smoking a cigarette. He was
wearing only jockey shorts. There was a buldge in
them. It was Sean Michael Aloysius Doyle.

The starlings in the two maple saplings in front of
Joanne's apartment flew off with a great flutter of
wings when the screaming started.
It was Steve. He kept on screaming for ten minutes
until the attendants arrived and gagged him. When
they started dragging him off, bound up in a
straitjacket, the sun was being slowly covered by a
huge cumulus cloud. It looked like it was going to rain.

Night On The Beach

The pearl gatherers
You are mesmerized
by the water half-crawling
over the sand and imagine
the wet fingers on your face;
it makes you shudder
and you smile a sober
evening summer smile
you listen to the wind.

dive
stretching their lungs
to the breaking point
and at day's end

The Rising

they climb in their boats,
go home
to pillows

impression: 3 am

The bright mad magic of a summer afternoon
of coral sponges
is filtering stealthily through the windows of a factory
and cry out
in Oakland, defying the layers of smoke and window-dust.
Miraculously it drowns out the deafening roar
of machinery beneath a delicate memory of soft-quick
beating swallowtail wings and the humming of bees
making small smiles bloom tentative beneath

the broken shells
of their dreams.

by Ruth Wildes Schuler

cracked old faces. Gone from them the angst
of winter, the frustration of spring and fall:

waking, she is caught
in the black vacuum
whose sides press against her
rubbery like sometime human flesh
held in the limbo
that stretches aridly between
the eyelid and the eye until
black mercifully lights into untidy grey sploches
around the clock dial,
she feels the night pouring
itself over her like tar
obliterating
even the whites of her eyeballs
gently crushing her mouth
with the foetus of her cries
stillborn in her throat

they are rising up now towards blueness

by Chitral,ekha Banerjee

like furtive wisps of industrial haze

Above it all, the moon
is frozen in clouds,
its pale spots of light
picking up pieces of dead glass
and dull-silver smelts.
While you sleep, you dream
the lake is made of ice,
and the waves are snow drifts,
cold tongues licking at your toes.

In the morning, the sun
is steaming and the beach
is under mist, but the water
still rolls like a chorus of music,
a half-hidden prayer.
around you
there's a dim
golden benediction.

or the cracked-up near smiles
of brokendown once-children.

by Barry Dempster

Vigil
by Dave Linn
what voids what blacknesses
what eagles screaming in the dark
what claws scour your insides
when you sit up, jacknifed, gasping
imprisoned by the barred branch shadows
of the tree outside my window

Mutual Middle of the Nights
You have the hurdles of mornings
but it's fresh and simple because
of the fullness of the sun. Then the afternoons
are pliable, especially the late ones,
you can twist them, come out with
long, spiralling evenings leading
. to shadowy beds and the beginnings of visions.

i lie
.
hardly awake, yet aware with a terrible clanty
of the moonface, imprisoning,
itself imprisoned, on the other side
of the black branches
and the taste of your lips is acid in my mouth
like stale lovewords; mesmerised,
i cannot comfort, hold down your head to me,
soothe your damp black anguished mane
tossed like a speared horse's ...

Perhaps, from the cool pillow, at first
sleep seems impossible, as impervious
as a mountain of ice, the lights dim
and thoughts shine and splinter
into dozens of mad slivers
and the loud, distraught dav
fails, blinks twice and becomes a fragment
of faces and endless, beating hours.

i thought we knew each other in all the secret places
of the velvet night
everytime we touched, pillars of fire flamed
and burst
but now in the greying moonlight (once silver)
a demon looks unseeing through your eyes
at me; there passes between your gaze and mine
a cavalcade of all the wasted gestures
that led us to this tangled heap of sheets

Somewhere, on the flip side of you,
the sun is jabbing up in the sky but
it doesn't concern you, in the·depths
of blankets and black spaces, you're spinning
without feeling dizzy, drowsing through the epic night.

the barring branches shake liquid in the night air
then congeal
·
.
your nightmare through, you tum on your side
with a last shudder
i watch torn clouds progress with endless amoeba movements
towards the moon
you sleep; my shivering vigil has just begun.

There are no blizzards on these plains,
only clean skies until dawn
cracks the whip on the moon.
Then the sun rides in
conquering dragons and dousing
the bullets in guns, and you only
half remember that glorious time
when you existed as boldly and as flawlessly as a dream.

by Chitralekha Banerjee
photograph by Bob Reek
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There are two seagulls
balancing stick-legged on a log,
shining in the dark,
translucent;
you try to feel as a bird
must feel, flapping your bone-heavy arms,
staring at a solid sky.

by Barry Dempster
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A Measure Before The Bridge
by Lisa Swirczynski

l1

I forgot the time. Dawn now, sun upcoming. my eyes
closing, weak from nosleep. My thoughts jangling-
beating against bars, frantic birds trapped--want out.
They crept in a couple of hours ago; they seemed
healthy.

will cause it to fly to p!eces ... shattered into the tiniest
bits. I think we'll live in Rupert's Drop on Sunday.

So sadly I tum around twice in the floor-middle. I
misplace my rim-chipped coffee cup. ·1 find it in the
bathroom.

Change keys here...two measures before the bridge.
See'i From D flat to G sharp. I sprouted a new leaf in
the night while you slept. I've been through continual
development involving m~y changes, evolvl.ng con
centrically from within to without, revolving around
me and the chapter in the book.

So deadly he's sleeping except he' s breathing. Have to
wake him up in an hour, can't go to sleep. A leg about
three feet long sticks out of the covers. Feeling
compelled to cover it up; but I want him to sleep a
little longer as if he can somewhere sleep for me. I
write out dreams on sheets of paper. The morning
paper must be here by now,
I pour myself a cup of new coffee. I go to the door for
the paper. Absurd headline: "President Resigns."

I wish you knew what goes on here (kitchennewspa
percoffeepot) when you sleep. The wildest orgies, the
violentest murders, suicides--three or four a night--. I
find answers to everything in the coffee pot, the same
answers that lived in Einstein's coffee. I get drunk
when I drink coffee--so high. The answers talk, telling
me to lie because lies can answer anything based on
facts.

Sunshine fills the room. I have to wake you up. Get up
Tuck.

"Hey, hey you." Nudge, nudge. "It's time to get
up." Rise and shlne." "I'm up." He's on his feet.
Never takes time with anything. The sound of water on
water. Gurgle. Spit. Cough. Shower.
I pour some 0.J. for him. Tuck, I love you and your
damned 0.J. (Sigh...)
"Did you get that chapter written?"
"No."
"Been up all night?"
"Yes. I know I must be out of my mind."
"Let's waltz."

Images after he leaves. Sunset in Cape Cod.
Lighthouse. Smokestacks. Pollution Control Center.
Steam. The power plant is painted black.
I'm not sure I'm still alive.
Images. Smith Pond frozen over and me skating, like
Joni Mitchell on the cover of Hejira (meaning
journey). Skating and dancing. Joyful gracious motion
yet a somber expression about the eyes--even
ominous.
That damn chapter. Not knowing what's importnat
makes it very hard to write. Ever see a musical note?
The golden note, the lost chord, the sax is weeping.
My books are falling off the shelves, my typewriter is
typing the chapter, my dog is playing the piano in the
living room. Everything of course is still travelling at
the speed of light, still only energy: E= mc2.

Tuck's been gone for a while. He's traveJling in space
and not aging...me, I'm fermenting. He'll just drink
me when he lands in France.
The bed is so warm and comfy. I'm not sleepy...

Let's stay in bed all day Sunday. We'll read the
funnies to each other and act like we're in a movie.
THE LOVE STORY OF THE DECADE--NIP AND
TUCK ... the lov,.rs who dance all night Saurday and lie
around on Sundays ... (Rex Reed, New York Times.)
We'll dance 'til dawn then go home and have eggs and
or lsfeakfast. We'll go for a walk since we
live in the country and there' s a river only a half mile
away. Then we'll go home, fuck, read the funnies,
doze, on and off, until three or four. We'll get out of
bed and have some lunch .

champagne

fragments
I St. Patrick's Day,1975
Warm sunshiny end-of-winter, beginning-of-spring
morning.
I am driving my car down a side street looking for a
place to park near the midwestem Ohio Catholic
University. I don't go to school there. I just like to go
to college bookstores.
I park my car beside a yellow fraternity house. The
road ahead leads to a cemetery. A black Cadillac
hearse comes my way. Then comes a whole stream of
cars with people sitting inside.
I get out of my car and walk away from the
cemetery. I walk on the sidewalks under the trees
along the streets past the houses towards the campus.
I see a man coming out of his house in front of me.
When I reach his house he is at the sidewallt.
The man has short stubbly hair and an even shorter
stubbly beard. He has on brown cotton pants, a dark
blue polo shirt, and a light green windbreaker. His
hair is mouse grey and his eyes are bloodshot brown.
His hands are empty.
The man says "hi" to me as I pass him. I say "hi"
to him.
I walk lostly around the hilly campus. A kindly
priestly older man directs me to the bookstore. The
bookstore is in Chaminade Hall.
(I bought a book on "Romeo and Juliet" because I
felt guilty for being in the bookstore for two hours.)
I walk on the sidewalk under the trees along the
streets past the houses away from the campus.
In front of me a man is getting out of his car. He
walks across the sidewalks into his house. He doesn't
look up. The man has got hold of the neck of a bottle
covered by a brown bag.
From my car I look towards the cemetery to see if I
can see any tombstones. I can't see any through the
cast iron gates and not-so-green shrubs in front of the
cemetery.

H Mount Adams
We are driving up and around hills on little narrow
streets lined with houses that have level flat roofs and

(SONG)
Did you ever hear of Rupert's Drop? It is a fragile
glass bulb cooled quickly when made. The slightest jar

by ROn Griffitts

slanted-at-the-bottom foundations. These Cincinnati
houses are grass-smoking wine-drinking houses.
My two friends and I park on a little street in Mount
Adams.
When we look down, the Delta Queen is sitting
below in the Ohio river at the bottom of the hill.
We walk past the grass-smoking wine-drinking
houses. They say "Hi" to us. We nod in recognition.
We go into the "Yesterday." It is an ·wood except
for the linoleum pieces on the floor. Old sweat socks
hang from the wood rafters. Old photographs of
people popular in the SO's are framed on the walls.
We all order a mug of beer.
One of my friends sets his mug of beer on a plank
nailed on the wall and goes to visit the John.
He comes back. His mug of beer is not on the plank.
"Who took my beer," he says.
"I didn't take it," I say.
"I didn't take it," my other friend says. "But let's
find out who did."
My friend who lost his beer asks the cigarette
machine, "Did you take my beer?"
"No, I didn't take your beer," the cigarette machine
answers.
A young man in a varsity sweater who is a bartender
comes by.
"Did you take my beer," my friend asks.
"No," the young man bartender in the varsity
sweater answers.
"Oh, what happened to my beer," my friend says,
putting his hands on his head and pushing his fingers
into his red hair.
The Jefferson Airplane is playing on the juke box.
"Let's ask the juke box," I say. "Surely it will
know."
"Did you take my beer?" my friend asks Gracie
Slick between choruses of "White Rabbit."
"Fuck no!" she says.
"I give up," my red haired friend says.
"I bet it evaporated into thin air," my other friend
says. He has black hair.
The bar is getting crowded.
My red haired friend buys another beer to drink and
we look out of the window of the bar at the houses and
at the people in the bar.

We walk around and the "Yesterday" is really
crowded now. We feel hips and chests and backsides
against our hips and chests and backsides.
We have our beers; our hips are against someone
else's hip, backside, or frontside. Our shoulders are
against someone else's shoulder or chest. We are
warm and relaxed and melt into the crowd.

m Good Friday

1975

The afternoon is rainy cloudy and in March.
I am walking on the gray sidewalks of Downtown
Dayton passing people In raincoats with umbrellas
shopping and going to and from work. I am not
shopping or going to work. I am going to church.
I have not been to church in many years.
I walk into the Westminster Presbyterian Church on
First and Wilkinson.
The light is subdued. The inside is lovely huge and
beautiful. Marble columns hold up the seventy-five
foot high ceiling. The ceiling is covered with varnished
wood and stained glass. The stained glass is in
intricate patterns of blues and off-reds. The same
pattern covers the large windows on the sides of the
church.
Two large wooden pulpits are set elevated in the
front. Behind and above the ministers and pulpits is a
red carpeted enclosure. The choir is there. ·
When the choir sings in their maroon robes from so
high up in the church, their voices go out and hit all
the walls and the ceiling and then your ears, like
angels bouncing their voices off clouds.
The ministers in the three-hour service speak short
and clear messages.
Peter said, "I know him not" three times.
Jesus asked Peter, and Zebedee's sons, James and
John, to stay awake with him while he prayed ln
Gethsemane because he was so sad, but twice they fell
asleep.
Judas said, "Hello, Master," and kissed Jesus
before they took Jesus away.
Jesus said, "It is finished."
I get out of my varnished wood seat and walk on the
carpeted aisle out of the church into the misty rain.
I stop and have a Wendy's Old Fashioned
hamburger before I go to get my car parked in Rike's
parking garage on the orange level.

office workers

for Larry

by Susan Scibetta
I always wanted to be
charcoal
highlighting the daffodils
of a woman's breast
breeding white into
a mother's blossoming belly

photograph by John Whitford

Every day we set out again,
roll down the long stony hall
like a wagon train, bump

learning to live alone:

your charcoal is a map
outlining the route of
patches in a kitchen's partial light

to a stop in far California

It is so long

my lullaby

I always wanted to be
charcoal
your image
building a home
from the logs of lines
casting form
from tuned guitar strings
and the white wine hands of a child

that we have dreamed
of you, California, followed our dreams

WHAT IS GAINED
BY CARING

like beasts down the pike to our offices, axing

WHEN YOUR RED ROSES
ARE BLOSSOMING

a way through the pine-panelled brush.
It is so well

by Cindy Shearer

TO DEATH
AFTER ONLY

that we have learned

TWO AFTERNOONS

the language, that tongue

by Cindy Shearer

of erratic tapping,
Hke tiny nails
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photograph by Bob Paulson
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set into miniature ooffins.

IMPtrrn~ABl.i_
ll ~

J

NO

LINC.D..J\_}v SfPfH.-lL
i

I

I

~~~!

,-_-----~---r--r--,-----=-- - - -- - - - - - - - ,

\TS

\--\UffllL\f\~\\'K'.\ - o
o K F"'Ofet:..D. o0

o

f(\f\~ f\ L\\l\NC,
FR.D lY'\ Dt.Pl"T \\

WoN1)f.R WHtRt.. -nt~Y'UPl(l) €:.R,OTlC.. G,tFT

SHOP,

Bf.IV WA BllLLS.

?UT

mt.......

I saw

OO0~H

OfJCx)

in

mAR.bL.L

WDJJ. l CAN 1-tAR.D...~ WAiT

,,

-

-- --~--::::~ _ 2:::_-~7

NE::X.T 1imt. A1<0tA.rt.l
I u.}AI\JT TO 1-lAU~
sornt 5Tf-\ Bi~i
'5omt. irdt. rd
SOL\t) f\ ~

~

__,.- .:--:T-::::.:::::.::::=1
twentysi.x • 26

twentyfive • 25

WAFERS
Once upon a time in the small, picturesque jet-set
ghetto country of Hilluppc, there lived a handsome
young prince with no warts. (Please note. Warts are
an important part of the plot.)
Georgia Kay, remember the day we met? It was at
the museum on a Saturday morning in the fall .
Harmon Landis stared out through his grimy
face-plate at the desolate moonscape. The unearthly
glow of Earthlight against an eerie backdrop of the
ever-present piercingly sharp images of countless
stars provided some measure of illumination. The
bluish green light of his home planet revealed the
features of an unseeing man with his eyes unnecessar
ily open.
The king was good and kind and drank only the best
rotgut. Th e quee n was beautiful and popular, although
a little we ird. Her pet vultures and some of her
exploits during the full moon tended to raise evebrows
even in Hikkuppe.
·
You were lonely. l was lonely.
He had come out here to be alone. The loneliness
induced by the alien environment was a powerful
force. ,,Tenl·hing the spinal columns of spacesuit-iso
lated initiates. But Landis had more important matter
at hand than philosophi.dng on the insignificance of
man and self.
The people of Hikkuppe ere happy and content
and peace and harmony reigned throughout the land.
We "ere wandermg around the civil war exhibit.
You dropped your purse and things scattered .all over
the place. I helped you pick up everythtng and we
began talking.
Susie Farmer . Damn that wumanl Fifty people out
of the three billion-some on Eanh stationed on the
Moon base and she had to be one of them! He couldn 't
go back down to Earth . No, he was stuck here for the
six months.
There was a minor flaw in this idyllic pastoral scene.
It wasn 't love at first sight--at least we didn 't realize
it then. Just two similar souls...
He'd just have to learn to live with it. He had
thought that he'd gotten over Susie. Hell, it was ten,
fifteen years ago. But when he arrived here and saw
her in the Moon base examining room, the impertur
bability that he so prided himself on escaped. Damn.
The handsome young prince had not yet found
himself a queen. He would have been perfectly
content entertaining ladies-in-waiting and chamber
maids and stray sheep all his life. But the King had
decreed: a) that the prince must have a wife before he
could become king; and...
No, it wasn't love at first sight.
He still loved her. Now that he grudgingly admitted
it to himself, he saw that it had grown. All the women
he had had these past years he had eventually
compared wit h Susie. And none of them had quite
come up to those high standards.
b) that she m ust be as beautiful as the queen. Here
was where the real problem lay. The queen was
actually a foreigner. The king had picked her up on a
weekend in Muncie and had never returned her.
But a spark of sympathy tor each other like rhe
lightning that fell that day jumped between our hearts
and grew quickly mto love.
Another confrontation'! Undoubtedly. That last o!le
was it least a 7 .S on the Richter cale
Yes, the people were happy and content and peace
and harmony reigned throughout the land. Bur--well,
let's just say there weren't very many beautiful
women in Hikkuppe. Do I hear a "Woe to the
prince!"?
We went to t hat h a mburger place and talkf-d some
more and found out a few of the things we had in
common.
' Tm sorry, Mr. Landis. I have no idea where Susie
might be. Now , will you get out of my way? I've got
work to do." Not in her damn cubbyhole, not in the
medical offices or labs, not in the rec-rooms. This
blasted Moon base wasn't that big!
Woe to the prince! It so happens that the prince was
out walking in the forest one day, taking out the
garbage or looking for mushrooms or chasing
butterflies. It really doesn't matter what be was doing.
He was in the forest.

.,,.
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Siren

by Larry Bortner

We ran hand-in-hand through the rain, laughing
and yelling. We helped a little boy find his puppy and
played hopscotch in the mud.
Thirty-six hours he'd been on the moon without any
sleep. All that red tape after arriving, then straight to
work as the head maintenance man, then going
outside to think, then looking for Susie, then back to
work. Thirty six hours wasn ' t that bad on the moon
because of the reduced gravity. But it was tiring,
especially since he refused to take any artificial
stimulants. He staggered, as much as one can stagger
on the moon, into the overgrown breadbox that served
as his private room .
In h is ramblings, he came upon a small pond.
The old couple, taking us strangers in as old friends.
gave us vegetable soup and hot chocolate and nice,
warm spot\ by the fireplace , and we sat and talked
a nd Ji-;tcncd for into the night.
"Susie!"
"Harmon Landis. )OU are the hardest man to
corner I" chastised the naked woman lying on his bed .
Now around this pond were, of course, frogs. The
prmce had a udden inspirafo,n, remembering the old
\\ife's tal, he had heard in the \11lages.
Then ,,e left and )OU went your way and I went
mine. You kno\\. that day I had the most fun I've ever
had m mJ hfc.
The) cmbra,ed and kissed tenderly, ficrcelv. He
drcv. bat'k and r.ibbed her m,lp of short black hair.
''How was it -.,,e got av.ay from each othi.:r'" he
a-;ked .
She laughed and punched him playfully in the
st<>mach. "You, uuldn"t let me be me."
He called out, "Anybody want to play leapfrog?"
and g rabbed the first frog that fell for the old
Hikkuppian woodsman' s ploy. He laid a big, warm
kiss on the surprised frog.
By some quirk of fate , we didn' t see each other for a
couple of years. Why? How? Maybe we were too tired
and too drunk on happiness to get each other's phone
number.
"So what are you doing here on the moon?" he
asked.
'Tm here to save the Moon base!" she smiled
broadly at him and pushed him onto the bed. "And
this is the first step. I haven't done it on the moon
yet."
There was a flash, a shower of magic dust, and
somebody up in a nearby tree strummed a harp a few
times. And. lo and behold, the frog had changed into
an old wife!
All I know is that those two years were full of a
burning, maniacal need for you. You , Georgia Kay. In
one day, you gave me something I had been looking
for all my life. And l thought I'd lost it forever.
"Wow! You ' re even better on the moon, Susie! "
Thinking quickly, the prince kissed the ugly old hag ,
and with a loud belch a nd the banging of pots and
pans. the C"•lcl "ife turned back into a frog.

I never have told you that I tried to commit suicide
about a month before we met again.
"Would you mind telling me what scheme you' ve
cooked up to save the Moon base from a vicious attack
by the evil aliens from outer space?" Landis asked.
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"This is serious, Harmon. You know as well as I do
that the days of the human occupied space stations are
numbered. Machines don't have to be replaced every
six months."
"So? " he asked.
A peasant girl who had been told by her parents to
go out and collect some driftwood in the forest had
witnessed the acts of the prince.
But we did meet again , George, and it wasn't long
after that before we got married.
"So, do you think the life of a pregnant mother
would deliberately be put in jeopardy?"
"But. Susie, l though--"
Remembering that curiosity killed the cat and that
she wasn't particularly fond of old Tom anyway. the
peasant girl boldly went up to the prince and asked,
"Why did you kiss that frog? You got this thing about
wans or c,omething?"
l don't think I could have survived another parting.
"You thought, " she interrupted . " that all women
going into ,;pace were st erilized to prevent e xactly
such a t hing from happening . It wasn't that hard to
fake the pnpers, love. That's nil l needed."
"You're one hell of a person. Su'iie Farmer. One
thing, though. What if you get pregnant and they still
try to drag you back down?"
'That" where you and your knack for getting out of
ttght places come in. You're not in this just as a stable
'itud. Ma) be something along the line of a direct
broadcast to Earth. Let the people decide and all that.
You'll think of something. Besides, the Moon base
isn't that far from being a self-supporting system."
"Looks like you thought of everything, farm girl.
How do you know I'll go along? Or t hat l won 't blab?"
This peasant girl wasn't like the ordinary Hikkup
pian peasant girl. She was strikingly beautiful. The
prince saw her and immediately knew that he had
found a woman as beautiful as the queen.
And it' s been a good marriage, George. Three years
just full of love and happiness and joy.
"It's up to you. Do you think I haven't prepared for
the non-participation or treachery of one Harmon
Landis?"
"My queen!" he cried out. "At last I have found
you! You will be my wife, the future queen of
Hikkuppe!''
And now, here you are, George, carrying my first
born--our first bom--and the doctors say you won't live
to see it.
"I see. You're assuming a lot, you know. You're
trying to carry on these beautiful shoulders the weight
of sustaining man' s pioneer spirit. And you come up
with this hare-brained scheme which has little chance
of succeeding." He scratched his chin as if in deep
thought, but a small smile leaked out. "I like it! If we
don't do it , who will, right?"
" But what about my driftwood? "
George. you can't die. I--I can ' t live without you.
"You realize I' m doing this. Harmon , not because I
)O\e you. even though I do. but because it's what 1
hcliPvc in . l clon't want mankind to stagnate, to stay in
ur o,\ n little corner of the universe, drooling and
scratch mg our sores."
.lodulh the prince 11ung t he basket of driftwood into
the pond , nd kis\1.:d the bewildered pea<;ant girl.
Cnn't ,ou see'! You will live. You have to live.
"Excet•dingly noble. mv dear. I wish l had similar
motive<;."
''What are your motives?"
With a loud " Ribbit!", they bot h turned into frogs.
Don't die, Georgia Kay, don ' t leave me.
"I don't ,,·ant to make the same mis ,ake tv.1c and
let you get away from me. · •
"That' s a lot of moon dust, Harmon. "
The prince and the peasant girl became king and
queen of the pond and lived happily ever after. And
even as a frog, the prince still didn 't have any warts.
George? Please don't die.
"Maybe it is moon dust, Susie. But I do love you,
whatever that is. And living out the rest of my life on
Earth the way it is now doesn't particularly appeal to
me.''
See? I told you that bit about the warts was an
important part of the plot.

I am your prey, license-bagged
woman-stained/ swarming destiny
captioned by your net: here lies
woman fish shifting to swim away.
And yet when you sang to me
as I lay upon my rock, I swam
to you. Why do you spear
m y soft white gills and twist
your bloody mouth-hook in?
You leave me gasping on your deck
body raking splintered teak. If you
would only toss me back knife-slashed
& wary you could continue.
It is the chase finally that draws
you/ besides I will always come
when sung to. I know of corals
Ji.lee continents, deepest waters
only I can pierce.
Come. I will show you before you
wantonly/ casually club me
with rigid oar.

by Joanna Thompson

by Eduardo A. Garcia

The Musings Of A
Blue-eyed Poet
If fate should have it
That I return to live
Yet one more life
My only wish is that
God should let me be
A guernsey cow, for

I should have all the
time in the world to
chew my cud and solve
the mysteries of Philosophy
Religion and Art, in addition

I should have very beautiful
Brown eyes, a facility I
admittedly lack

by Cynthia Harper

by NathanPi.n/{le
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Big Rabbits

At first I didn't believe my older brother when he
told me about Mr. Brown. Dennis had been known to
exaggerate. In fact, most of the time you needed a
mortar and pestle to grind his stories down to the few
existing grains of truth. But as his amazing tales of
Mr. Brown grew larger and more complicated, I began
to believe. Even Dennis could not invent such
incredible lies.
Our first conversation on the subject of Mr. Brown
occured during the winter I was in the fifth grade. Mr.
Brown was the sixth grade science teacher and Dennis
was in his class. I liked to know about my teachers
before l had them so I could study them to see how
much I could get away with. So I asked my brother
• what Mr. Brown was like.
·'Pretty weird," he said.
"How come?"
"He's secretly a Martian."
"Naa-aah." l knew enough not to trust Dennis.
"Aah-hah."
I decided to overpower him with logic. "What do
Martians look like?"
"Big rabbits."
''Seeee. Mr. Brown doesn't look like a rabbit."
"He's in Deesguise."
"Oh." I let the subject rest.
About a week later I was walking down the hall at
school when Dennis collided with me. He whispered
quickly for me to meet him at the cafeteria for lunch,
then darted into his classroom. I knew immediately
something important must be up. I usually wasn't
allowed to talk to him at school, much less sit by him
at lunch. He didn't want people to think he liked his
sister.
When the lunchbell rang I was at the cafeteria in a
flash. I stood at the door looking around for Dennis but
couldn't see him anywhere. Then I heard a hissing
sound behind me. I turned and saw him crouched
down behind a table in the comer.
"What are you doing there?"
"Do you want my friends to see me talking to· you?
Act like you're not with me."

To A Priest

by Susan Stone

"Why?"
"Shut up and listen. He's got a spaceship."
"A what?"
"A Flying Saucer."
"Who?"
"Mr. Brown, you dufus."
"He does not."
"He does so. He has it parked on the golf course."
The golf course was right behind our house. We
went there all the time to collect golf balls so we could
sell them back to the people who lost them. We also
sat on the golf course at night to watch the planes take
off from the airport on the other side of it. The golf
course was one of our favorite playgrounds.
"I've never seen a flying saucer there," I sneered.
"It's camouflaged. Mr. Brown says if anybody gets
a bad grade in science he is gonna uncamouflage it
and take •em to Mars and turn 'em into lettuce and
carrots for the Martians to eat."
"He did not."
"He did so."
"I may be stupid but I'm not dumb. You can't fool
me. He's not a Martian."
Just then one of Dennis' friends walked by. Dennis
ducked. From under the table he said, "I'll show you.
I'll prove he's a Martian. Corne on."
l followed him outside the cafeteria, down the hall to
the door of the Teacher's Lounge. All the way he
admonished me not to look like I was with him. We
slithered up against the wall and waited till nclJody
was around. Then Dennis opened the door a crack so I
could peek in.
"Go on." he said.
I thought it was silly but I looked anyway. There
were teachers, those mystical creatures, actually
Eating. I was shocked. Some were even smoking.
Remarkable. Then I saw Mr. Brown. He was sitting
alone at a table reading a book and munching on a
Raw, Unpeeled Car:rot. I closed my eyes, then opened
them again. It was true. The only people I had ever
seen eating Raw. Unpeeled Carrots were Rabbits. I
was a believer.
From then on I studiously avoided Mr. Brown. I had
learned from the Saturday afternoon Japanest: mon•
ster movies that Martians had notoriously bad
tempers. For all I knew, if I crossed his path at the
wrong moment, Mr. Brown might ray-gun me to
death. Meanwhile, Dennis brought me information on
the daily lives of Martians.
"They don't like dogs and cats so they keep children
and principals as pets."
"Oh, no!"
·•And they build little people houses for them in
their backvards."
I didn •f even know Martians had backyards.
"They don't have jails so they send bad guy
Martians to Earth. That's why Mr. Brown is here. He
committed a Martian crime. He says if Martians do
something really bad they send 'em to Qeveland."
Dennis learned a lot about Martians that year, but
not too much of anything else. His teachers made a
variety of comments to my mother during her frequent
conferences with them. They ranged from "very
intelligent but not too ambitious" to "has trouble
distinguishing fantasy from reality" (my mother said,
"You mean he lies.") to "laziest little devil I've come
across in forty years of teaching." What it all came
down to was that Dennis wasn't doing well in his
studies and showed no signs of improving at all.
Well, the school year finally ended. The last day
brought the joy of liberation, but it also brought report
cards. Some of the kids were none too pleased with
that. My brother Dennis was among them. He met me
outside school at three o'clock.

"Here." He shoved a sealed envelope into my
hand.
"What is it?"
"Report card."
"You take it."
"Can't. Gotta go see some kids."
I walked home alone. Wt
I got there I gave my
parents the report cards. They opened mine first. It
was always A's and shored them up for the others. I
got the usual pat on the head. Then they opened
Dennis'. I could tell from the steam coming out ot
their ears that it was not good.
"Where is he?" my mother calmly screamed.
"Don't know," I replied, backing away. "What'd he
get?" I asked from behind the couch.
"Two C's, two D's and an EFFI" she spat.
I feared to ask, so I looked at his card to see what
the Eff was in. Science. I cringed as I recalled Mr.
Brown's threat. My brother was probably already
bound and gagged in a spaceship headed for Mars.
Soon to be eaten, raw and unpeeled, by big rabbits.
The thought was too terrifying to contemplate.
I had hopes that Dennis would have escaped his
terrible fate, but when suppertime rolled around and
he didn't show up (and he was always there for
supper) I knew I would have to go searching for
renegade Martians.
It was dark as I stepped outside. I brought a sharp
rock, an Orange Crush bottle cap, and my Batman
decoder. You never knew what might come in handy. I
had thoughts of bringing my lucky rabbit's foot, but I
discarded that idea because I didn't want to offend my
br0ther's captors.
I crept silently onto the golf course. I didn't want
the enemy to hear me coming. Suddenly the roar of a
flying object shook the air. I dived for the sandtrap on
the seventh hole and buried my head in it. When I
could stay down no longer and had to breathe, I lifted
my face to the sky. With sand and tears streaming
down my cheeks I watched the flashing red and blue
li~hts of the space ship that was taking my poor foolish
brother to Mars.
I rose , shook the sand off me, and began the lonely
trek home. I was despondent. How could I tell my
parents that their oldest son was to be fodder for a
race of giant rabbits? It was too much.
"Hey. you remember Dennis, that kid with the
brown hair who was always dirty? Well, guess what."
I reworked my phrasing again and again. I almost
had it right when I bumped into someone. I jumped
back, startled. I took a close look. Then a closer one. It
couldn't be. It was.
"Dennis!" I cried. "You got away! I thought the
~artians had you."
"Martians?" •
"That's where you were, wasn't it? Captured by the
Martians?"
"I was over at Ricky Smith's house, waiting for
Mom and Dad to get over my report card. You nitwit."
Mv brother had fooled me again. I was upset. I
would have to do something about it. I chose the only
logical course.

...

and you were brilliant, yes,
and glitter-riddled
shimmering
in a streaqt of gray
reluctant fish
you of the angel fin
the angler's sleepy
moustachioed grin
your robes alive and wave-spun
riding over
your father's crooked walk
draping yourself
in ancient ritual
feathered headdress
sequinned crosses
seizing golden chalices
of ruby wine
prickling under your tongue
oh lips
of many-colored words
i thirst
for picture post-cards
finely edged
in lapis lazuli
the filigree you
thread
in semi-precious syllables
pledging your celibacy
between the cryptic lines

Walking
carefully
slowly
in my five-inch
platform clogs
towards the
electric eye
OUT doorway
passing
a tall
ebony
very-thin
bald-headed
fellow
in a navy blue
sweatsuit
leading a
small
haughty
white
chihuahua
on a bejeweled
leash
corning thru the
electric eye
IN doorway.

the feathered headdress folds
like broken wings

by Sharon Malone

by Jane·Parenfi

•••

Dennis ·and I went with my mother to the year end
Open House. All the teachers were there. They came
up and talked to us. Everyone commented on Dennis'
missing teeth. My mother explained that he had
tripped and fallen on the sidewalk. I snickered silently.
As we were getting ready to leave, Mr. Brown
walked over. He told my mother what a pleasure it had
been to have Dennis in his class. My mother said she
was sure it had been. Mr. Brown smiled at me with his
buckteeth and said he was looking forward to teaching
me next year. His little pink nose twitched.

..
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